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6 EAT UR R 


CHORUS. 


P EHOLD, Juavsaiun, thy Kina, 
To sor ono the Loxp has giv'n 
For him the taneful Virgin Thrang, 
Of Zion's Daughters, ſwell the Song. : 
While Young and Old their Voices raiſe, 


RECH 


(4) 


 RECITATIVE, 


From the douttains, 1s} he cones, 
Breathing from his Lips Perfumes ; 
While Zephyrs on his Garments play, 
And Sweets thro' alt the Air convey. 


A 1 R 


Tell me, lovely Shepherd, where 
| Thou feed'ſt at Non thy fleecy Cure: 

Direct me to the ſweet Retreat, 

That guards thee from the Mid-day Heat, 
Leſt by the Flocks I hnelyſtray, -  — 

Without a Guide, and loſe my Way : 
Where reſt at Noon thy Lleeting Care, 

Gentle Shepherd, tell me where ? 


4 1 R 


Fare f the Virgin Throng, 
Doft thou ſeek thy Swain's Abade ? 
See yon fertile Vale alang 
The new-worn Path the Flicks have trade ; 
Purſue the Prints their Feet have made, 
And they ſball guide thee to the Shade. 
| RECT- 


{y) 


RECITATIVE. 


As the rich Apple, on whoſe Boughs, 
Ripe Fruit, with ſtreaky Beauty, glows, 
Fxcels the Trees that ſhade the Grove, 


228 among his Sex, * 


A 1 


Beneath his ample Shade I lay, 
 Defended from the ſaltry Day. 


His cooling Fruit, my Thirff affwag's, 
Aud nenchd the Fires that in me rag'd. 


Till ſated with the loſtious Tue, 
Iſt and blet the furs Repaft 


RECITATIVE. 


| Who quits the Lilly's fleecy White, 
To fix on meaner Flowers the Sight 2 
Or leaves the Roſe's Stem untorn, 

To crop the Bloſſom from the Thorn ? 


Unrival'd thus thy Beauties are ; ks 
So ſhines my Lovs amongſt the Fain, | : _ 


AIR. 


* 
1 
Bain Sweetneſ tver win 
, From her dropping Lip diſtilt, 
Flowers on her Cheeks are blowing, 
And her Voice with Muſic thrills. 
Zephyr der the Spices flying, | 
Waſting Sweets from edery Tree, 
Bic ning Senſe with Odeurs chying, 
Breathe mt half ſo ſweet as ſbe, 


RECITATIVE. 
Let not my Prix c his Slave deſpiſe; 
Or puſs me with unheeding Eyes, 
Becauſe the Sun's diſcolouring Rays 
Have chas'd the Lilly from my Face. 
My envious Siſters ſaw my Bloom; „ 
And drove me from my Mother's Home ; 
Unſhelter'd, all the ſcorching Day, 
They made me in their Vineyard ſtay, 


424 


Ah ſimple me ! my own more dear ; 
My own, alas ! was not my Care: 
invading Love the Fences broke, 
And tore the Cluſters from the Stock z 
With eager Graſp the Fruit deſtrey d, 
Mer reſted till the Ravage cloy'd. 
8 Ark 


(7) 


A 1 . 


Fair and comely is my Lovn, 
' And ſiſter than the Mus- ce Dove. 

Down her Neck the wanton'd Locks, 
4 Bound like the Kids on GAH Rocks, 
I Her Teeth like Flocks in Beauty, ſeem 
£ New fourn, nd dyging from the Serogns 
'Y Her glowing Lips by far outvie 
NJ. plaited Threads of Scarlet Dye 3 a 
bene er Ae ſpeaks, the Accents wounds wo 

And Muſic foats upon the Sound. 


RECITATIVE Accra, 


Forbear, O charming Swain, forbear, _ 
Thy Voice enchants my liſt ning Ear; 
And while I gaze, my Boſom glows; = 
My flutt'ring Heart with Loves o'erflows ; 
The Shades of Night hang o'er my Eyes, 
2 


AIR 
0 fill with cooling Juice the Bowl 1 
Afwage the Fever in my Soul ! 
Wh copious Draughts my Thirſt remove, 
Aud. foethe the Heart that's fick of Love. 
HORDES; 


(8) 


CHORUS. 


Behold, Jexv$ALten, thy King, 
Whoſe Praiſes all the Nations ſing. 
To sor ono the Loxp hes giv'n 
All Arts and Wiſdom ander Heav'n. 
For him the tuneful Virgin Throng 
' Of Zion's Daughters ſwell the Song. 
While Young and Old their Voices raiſe, 


The Exp of the Firſt Paar-. 
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PART I. 
SYMPHONIA, 


RECI TATIVE Acconrantsy. 


HE — rhar-2 
Ariſe, my Fain, and come away. 


RECITATIVE, 


Sweet Muſic ſteals along the Air, 
Hark! — my BiLovad's Voice | bear! 


A 1 X. 


Ai. my Farn, and come away, 
The chearſul Spring begins To-day ; 
Bleak Winter's gone, with all her Train 
Of chilling Frofls, and dropping Rais: 
Amidſt the Verdure of the Mead 
The Primroſe lifts her Velvet Head : 
The warbling Birds, the Woods among, 
Salute the Seaſon with a Song : 
wo +> £ 35 B 


fig ) 


De cooing Turtle, in the Grove, 
Renews his tender Tale of Lors: 
The Vines their infant Tendrils ſhoot : 
The Fig-tree buds with early Fruit : 
All welwme in the genial Ray: 7 
| Ariſe, ny Fan, and come away. 


CHORUS. 


All welcome in the genial Ray : 
Ariſe, O fair Owns ! come away, 


DUET. 


Together let us range the Fields, 
Impearled with the Morning Dew. ; 
Or view the Fruits the Vineyard yields, 
Or the Apples cluſtering Bough : 
There in claſe embower'd Shades, 
| Impervious to the Noon-tide Ray, 
By tint ling Rills on roſy Beds, 
We'll love the ſultry Hours away. 


RECITATIVE. 


Ho lovely art thou to the Sight, 

For Pleaſure ſorm'd, and ſweet Delight! 
Tall, as the Palm-tree, is thy Shape ; 
Thy Breaſts are like the clult'ring Grape, 


AIR. 


(  ) 


AI 


Tet me, (Lovs) thy Bale 8 
On the fwelling Cluſters fegd : 
With my Crap the Vine-tree bending, 
In my the Embrace ſball Need. 
Stay me with deliciont Kiſſet = 
From thy Honey-dropping M 
Sweeter than the Summer Breezer, ö 
Blowing from the genial Stath, 


RECITATIVE; 

d thata Siſter's ſpecious Name 
Conceal'd from prying Eyes my Flame 4 
Uncenſured then Id own my Lov, 
And chaſteſt Virgins ſhould approve t 
Then fearleſs to my Mother's Bed, 

My ſeeming Brother woyld I leads _ 
Soft Tranſports ſhould the Hours employ; 


A 5 Wb 


Soft, 1 adjure youy by the Feu, | | 

That bound a-crofi the fury Lawns, 

Te Virgins, that ye lightly move, 
Nor with your Whiſpers wake my LY. 


KECH 


£88 5) 


RECITATIVE. 


My ran's a Garden of Delight, 
Enclos'd, and hid from Vulgar Sight: 
Where Streams from bubb'ling Fountains ſtray, 
And Flow'ss enrich the verdant Way. wah 


. 
* 


4 1 X. 


Softh riſe, O Southern Breeze, | 
And kindly fan the blooming Trees ; 


Upon my ſpicy Garden blow, 
That Sweets from ev'ry Part may flow. 14 
CHORUS. 
Ye Sonthern Breezes, gently blow, b \ 


That Sweets from ev'ry Part may flow, 


The Exp of the Second Paar. 
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41. ay Fain, the Des fill, 


RECITATIVE. 


My Heart amidſt mv Slumber wakes, | 
And tells me my BeLoves fpeaks, 


AI X 


Ariſe, my Pat, the Doors unfold, 
_ Receive me ſbiv'ring with the Cui : J 
The Chill-drops hang upon my Head, 
And Night's cold Dews my — 
Receive me dropping to thy Breaſt, 
And lull mit in thy rms 10 Kl. 


f 
* 


RECITATIVE Accouranns, * 
Obedient to thy Voice I hie; 
The willing Doors wide open fly. 
| Ah! whither, whither, art thou gone} 
Where is my lovely Wand'rer flown ? 


41. 


( 14 ) 


 6* 13. 


Te Booming Virgins, a you rove, | 
If Chance you meet my ſtraying Lovs, 
I charge you tell him how I mourn, ; 
And pant, aud die, for his Return: 


SEMI-CHORUS. 


| Who is thy Loves; O charming Maip! 
That from thy Arms ſo late has ſtray'd ? 
Say, what diſtinguiſh'd Charms adorn, 
And finiſh out his radiant Form? 
1 
| A 1 . 
On his Face the vernal Roſe, 
Blended with the Lilly glows ; 
Hir Locks are as the Raven black, 
in Ringlets waving down his Back; 
His Eyes with milder Beauties beam, 
Than billing Doves beſide the Stream ; 
His youthful Cheeks are Beds of Flowers, 
E nripen'd by refreſbing Showers ; 
His Lips are of the Roſes Hue, © 
Dripping with a fragrant Dew ; 
Tall as Cedar he nppears, 
And as erect his Form he bearse. 


RECI- 


( '5 ) 


RECITATIVE. 


This, O ye Virgins, is the Swain, 
Whole Abſcnce cauſes all my Pain. 


*RECITATIVE. 


Sweet neee, e 
Than open with the roſy Morn; 

Fair as the Moon's unclouded Light, 
And as the Sun in Splendor bright; 
Thy Beauties dazzle from afar, 
Like glit'ring Arms that gd the Was, 


ACCOMPANIED. 


O take me! ſtamp me on thy Breaſt ! 
Deep let the Image be jmpreſt ; 
For Lovs, like armed Death, „n 
Rudely he drags his Slaves along: 
If once to Jealouſy he turns, 
With peyey dying Rage be burns, 


DUE. 


3 
- 
3 
4 
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DDr. 


Theo A "ROM of the Soul, 
O Love, who ſhall thy Power m, 
To quench thy Fires, whole Rivers drain, 
Thy burning Heat ſhall flill remain, 
Is vain we trace the Globe, to try 
If prwerſul Gold thy Jai can buy ; 
The Treaſure: of the World will prove 
Too pour a Bribe to purchaſe Lovx. 


3 


GRAND CHORUS, 
Set-by Mr. Hanpzi. 


Zapox the Prieſt, and NaTyan the Prophet, 
Anointed SoLomon Kixg, 
And all the People rejoiced, and ſaid, 
GOD fave the KI O. 
May the KING live ſor ever. 
ALLELUJAH., 
"AMEN. 


* 
* 


